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For six months my father-in-law sat in our house and didn't buy
Kyle a lollipop. On the way back East he visited his most prosper-
ous son, a Minneapolis attorney. He bought their two children an
outboard motor that would have more than covered the cost of his
teeth.
I just can't understand people like Nils and his father. People
who take and won't give, except for show. Nils has turned Christ-
mas, once my favorite holiday, into a nightmare by howling over
the gifts I buy with my own earnings for my family. He ignores the
fact they always send him and me and Kyle fine presents. He
thinks Christmas is a silly money-trap and that my devotion to my
family is sentimental slop.
When Nils received his first promotion I was terribly thrilled and
excited I immediately telephoned the news to Baltimore, and my
parents were equally thrilled. They telegraphed congratulations to
Nils at the finance company. He was annoyed. I met him at the
door that evening with loud huzzahs, a hug, and a great big kiss. He
was disgusted with my enthusiasm.
I met Nils through his older sister; she was my hospital super-
visor, and she frequently spoke about her kid brother. When Aline
wrote to him I would sometimes add a gag postscript. And when
we finally met I was attracted by his good looks. I even liked the
fact he talked very little. I didn't know the time would come when
I would deliberately smash a plate and scream at Hre to say some-
tiling, say anything to me. Or that he would sit and stare at me in
cold amazement, mum as an oyster. Perhaps I should have known.
During our courtship his kisses were hurried and awkward. Perhaps
I should have known he wasn't really affectionate.
I thought marriage would change Nils, that he would become
gentle and sweet, less silent, more enthusiastic and demonstrative.
We have now been married ten years, and he hasn't changed a
particle. Weeks go by when he doesn't kiss me. Tve got some spirit,
too. If Nils won't kiss me, I can't see why I should share his bed.
Last year when we moved into our new house, I moved into a sepa-
rate bedroom.